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And his terror and joy but a little dream in the

corner of his house,
And his voice dead in the darkness 'mid tke

twittering of a mouse.

Ill

Hollow the world ! hollow the world !

And its dancers shadow-grey;
And the Moon a silver-shadowy bloom

Fading and fading away;
And the forest's grey vapour, and all the trees

Shadows against the sky;
And the soul of man and his ecstasies

A night-forgotten cry.
Hollow the world ! hollow the world !
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